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hardly on the pillow before he heard the same noise he had heard the night before. He listened with all the intentness of fear, and soon he was absolutely certain that several men were walking about in the room below. To call for help was useless, to leave the room perilous: to wait was the only course left for him to pursue. He made sure once more that the doors were securely fastened, put his sword under his pillow, extinguished his lamp for fear that its light would betray him, and waited in silence for the servant to arrive: but the hours rolled by and the servant did not appear.
At one o'clock in the morning, after a long interview with the Queen in the presence of the captain of the guards, Bothwell returned to his quarters and changed Ids dress. In a few moments he came out again wrapped in the long cloak of a German hussar, walked through the guard house, and caused the castle gates to be opened for him. Once outside, he made all haste to Kirk-of-Field, and entered the grounds through the gap in the wall. He had taken but a few steps in the garden when he met James Balfour, governor of the castle of Edinburgh.
"Well," he said, "how go the preparations?"
"Everything is ready," Balfour replied, "and we were only awaiting your arrival to light the match."
" Good!" rejoined Bothwell, " but first I must be sure that he is in his room."
He opened the door of the pavilion with a false key, then crept up the stairs on tiptoe and listened at Dam-ley's door. Darnley, hearing no more noise, had at last dropped off to sleep, but his irregular breathing showed how troubled his sleep was. It mattered little to Both-well, however, whether his sleep was troubled or untroubled, so long as he was really in his room* He crept